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Chapter One

––––––––

“And... action!” Boss said as he grinned into the camera lens positioned to the right of him, mounted on the wall on the far right corner of the room. “First training session with slave number “11,” formally known as Caroline.

Caroline was slipping in and out of consciousness. Her body slouched, legs apart, in the center of the room. Her wrists and ankles were cuffed and held apart with chains attached to the ceiling and floor. 

Slowly she opened her eyes and with a start, realized that she wasn’t at home and in her own bed. As she became more aware of her surroundings, she realized she was on a raised platform in a large steel plated room. 

The platform was thickly padded and covered with leather. Near her head was an upright post with eyehooks jutting from it about every six inches. The top hook was attached a thin chain that snaked toward her neck.  

She traced the chain with her eyes until she reached the small padlock that connected it to the collar around her neck. Her favorite dress bunched around her waist, the top ripped open to display her breasts, the bottom section pulled up and tied around her waist with a thick rope.

With a scream, she tried to break free when she heard a man’s voice say, “Excellent, our new filly is ready to be broken in.” 

In the next room, behind two-way mirrors a man sat at a computer in the control room. Two other men watched her, their eyes alternating from the view through the two-way mirrors, to the monitors fed by the cameras. The cameras were placed strategically to record the twenty-year-old woman’s movements with humiliating intimacy.   

Caroline had no memory of arriving at Club 738. The last thing she remembered was sitting on the couch at Boss’s apartment, drinking champagne after meeting him in a bar. Her body ached, as she gradually regained consciousness. 

Even with her eyes still closed, she could hear a strange grunting sound close by but she couldn’t identify what it was. With a cry, she tried to sit up and she heard the man’s voice again, “Slut, my cock is hard and I need some relief.”

The grunting sound she hadn’t been able to identify was coming from another woman. Caroline gasped in shock when she saw the situation a young Asian girl was in. She was crouched on her hands and knees. Her tiny ankles were bound to her thin thighs by a wide strap. Her knees were attached to each end of a bar keeping them spread wide and her hands were attached to each end of an identical bar.  

The girl’s breasts stretched away from her slim body by clamps attached by cords to a metal beam lying on the floor under her. She was blindfolded and a thin leather strap held a cock gag in her mouth. Saliva dripped down her face and chin.  

Caroline could see the tears coming running under the girl’s blindfold, wetting her cheeks. What she couldn’t see was the eight-inch vibrating mechanical dildo that was constantly fucking her. into and withdrawn from her pussy by a motor inside the post. This was the reason for the continual grunting coming from deep in her throat. 

With tears in her own eyes, she turned to the handsome man sitting in a leather executive chair next to the platform. Dressed in a black silk robe, his hair was dark, his features chiseled and his were thick and full red. She thought he was maybe in his mid-to late thirties but she couldn’t be sure.

Kneeling next to his chair was a stunning blonde, nude except for a collar around her neck and a leash tied to a hook on the man’s chair. She had her knees spread wide displaying her shaved pussy and her arms behind her back thrusting her large breasts out, presenting herself. 

As the young Asian girl grunted to another orgasm, Caroline cried with hatred, “Why are you doing this to me? Where am I?”

Picking up a remote control from the arm of the chair, the man stopped the dildo’s in and out motion, leaving it buried to the base in the attractive Asian’s pussy. It still vibrated but at a lower speed than before.

“Caroline, don’t you recognize me?” Boss asked in mock horror.

He did look and sound familiar, but she was having trouble placing him. 

“Now my feelings are hurt. You don’t even recognize the man you went home with last night. The man you wanted to fuck. What kind of a slut are you, Caroline?” He paused as recognition began to crawl across her face. 

“Ah!  Now I see you recognize me.”

“Let me go. You won’t get away with this! People will look for me and track me down! When they do, you’ll go to prison.” She paused, “If you let me go. I won’t tell anyone. I promise!”

With a sadistic laugh he said, “I’ve already got away with it! You’ve been missing for three days but, they won’t track me down. You’re already inside Club 738. There’s no escape.”

Caroline’s heart sank when she heard what he said. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Well, just like the little slut over there, I’m going to personally train you as a Club 738 slave.  She’s progressing well. Soon she’ll be just like Bella here.” He reached down to tweak and pinch the brunette’s erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Bella thrust her chest forward and moans came from both her and the Asian girl.

“Yes, I have very special plans for you. How did you like the orgasm I gave you last night? I bet you’ve never felt anything like that before.”

Caroline didn’t respond, she just tried to avert her eyes from him, embarrassed.

“You see, to train successfully train a Club 738 slave, I condition her to enjoy, even crave, the things I do to her. I train her mind, her thinking, her behavior,” he said and a whimper came from the Asian girl. 

“You’re crazy. You can’t do this!”

“You don’t believe me? You don’t think that I can control your body? Even after our session at my apartment. I guess you need another demonstration.  Stand up straight!”

Caroline had no recollection of what had happened at his apartment but she was determined to resist him.  

“Now, my slut...” he said, moving close to where she hung restrained, bringing a leather whip with him. “Perhaps you could scream for me?”

Caroline glared at him and tried to look away. Boss’s hand reached out, grasping his palm around Caroline’s long golden mane.

“Call me “Boss” he commanded her.

Caroline tried to spit in his face, but her mouth was too dry. Boss grinned and let go of her hair.  He raised the short whip up high and brought it down over her exposed breasts with a resounding “whap.” The ripped dress offered her breasts no protection and her body jerked with the pain, but she bit her tongue and didn’t cry out.  

She looked down and saw the red welts forming over her chest. He brought the whip down again... and again, watching as her beautiful body thrashed against the chains that bound her. Still she didn’t cry out.

“She’s stubborn for a natural born slut,” he said before looking into one of the camera lenses in the corner. 

“Yes,” he muttered, as he opened his robe displaying his huge, fully extended cock, his eyes never leaving her body. 

“Slut, it will go easier on you if you submit. I’ll tell you now, you’ll never see your old life again. After I’ve broken you, you’ll be branded and trained as a slave here at Club 738.” He trailed off and began to whip her again, great stinging blows all over her body.  

Boss attacked between her spread legs with such ferocity, Caroline finally opened her mouth and howled with the pain. Still he didn’t stop. He continued to whip her jerking breasts and her tones belly, watching as the tears began to flow down her lovely face.  

He whipped her until finally, the pain and exhaustion were too much, and she slipped into the comforting darkness.

––––––––


*          *          *          *          *



“That was fucking hot. When do we get to see the footage?”  Pete Jones sat in one of the chairs in the viewing room. Also in the room with him were two Club 738 clients who were watching Caroline’s first training session. They were VIP clients who took a special interest in the slave training sessions.  

“So, what did you think?” Boss asked the men.

“I think she’s hot. She’s very responsive, and you selected a born slut. My fucking cock is hard just watching you work her over. You probably have one the best jobs in world... You lucky fucker,” he said to Boss.

“Yeah... she’s top quality merchandise. How long before we can sample her?” The other client asked.

Boss was pleased his clients were satisfied: not only by Caroline’s feistiness but also by the success of her first training session.  But, he wasn’t thrilled about the clients wanting to fuck her before he had broken her. He needed to find a way to satisfy their urges and not affect his training. 

“Unshackle her,” Boss said as he wiped the sweat off his brow. Moments later, he watched as two men carried her limp body to a bench and strapped her on. When she awoke, the fun would begin.

Chapter Two

––––––––

Boss always found perverse excitement in watching his men carrying his new slaves. It would have been arousing to watch even if they were conscious, but there was something erotic about seeing them brought in with their limbs hanging loosely, their eyes closed, their clothes and hair in disarray... being brought to him to train and fuck.

He had the men remove her ripped dress and panties and lay her on the bench, instructing them o not to use the nipple clamping bars and the vibrating cock this time. Spreading her pussy lips apart, he gave her an injection, inserting the needle into the hood covering her hard little clit.  

Boss could’ve inserted it anywhere, but he liked watching their hips jerk when he put the needle in their most sensitive spots. Caroline began moaning and writhing almost immediately. Up in the viewing room, Eddy adjusted the cameras so they zoomed in on her torso. Boss sent his men out of the room, remaining alone with her.

This time when she awoke, she found herself lying naked on her stomach on a slab of cold metal.  Her arms and legs dangled off the sides of the slab, and were strapped to the floor.  Her head was leaning off the front of the slab in an uncomfortable position.  She strained her neck up to see what was going on around her.

Inside the viewing room, the clients were watching. “Good. She’s awake again. The fun can start!”

Boss moved over to spread out body, breathing into her ear, “Excite my cock with your mouth, and get me hard.” He opened his robe and shoved his enormous blood engorged cock at her face then he pulled Caroline’s head up, shoving his crotch so his flaccid cock mashed against her lips. She didn’t move.

“Do it, or I’ll whip you again,” Boss warned.  Caroline knew it was no idle threat. She slowly opened her mouth and took Boss’s cock into it, careful not to use her teeth. Then she began to run her tongue around his cockhead very gently, working up enough saliva. She began to suck his bulbous tip, feeling it pulsate between her lips, tasting a drop of his pre-cum.

Boss reached under her and grabbed hold of a dangling breast. He felt for the nipple and twisted it in his fingers. Caroline whimpered.

“Caroline is a nice name but... I think number 11 is better. Legs eleven,” Boss said thoughtfully as he withdrew his cockhead from her mouth. He moved in behind her so she couldn’t see what he was doing. She felt the tip of his crop as he slowly slid it between the crack of her ass. Then he removed it and she found herself being pushed into the cold hard bench. 

Boss unshackled her wrists and ankles, and pulled her up to her feet. “Get on your hands and knees, number 11,” he ordered.  

Caroline lowered herself. Again, he waved his enormous blood engorged cock in her face. “Suck Boss’s cock. Make him hard so he can fuck you.”

Caroline obediently licked the head of his cock with her tongue, letting it roll around and around the purple tip. Then she opened her mouth and took it in. He pushed deep into her throat, hugging her head to his crotch.  Then he let go and pulled all the way out.  

Without warning, Boss slapped Caroline across the mouth with his palm and she fell back onto the slab with a pained look.

“Get up and crawl behind me, slut” Boss ordered and started to walk. Caroline followed him down on her hands and knees, feeling her lips swell and throb. She stopped when Boss did, and stood when he instructed her to.  

“Spread yourself over the table. Present your cunt and ass to me,” he said as he bent her across a bench, then, strapped her head and back down. He tied her arms behind her back, then, he spread her legs wide and walked away.

Next door in the viewing room, the clients were getting restless. They stared at the close up image on the screen of her pussy and asshole, and their cocks tented in their pants.

“UUUurrggh, fuuuuck...” the client groaned, his breathing heavy as he ran his palm over his crotch. “I’m going to need some release soon. Watching that slut is making me hard and horny!”


*          *          *          *           *



Caroline wasn’t sure how long she’d been strapped in her uncomfortable position.  Then she heard Boss come back over to her. She tried to turn her head to look, but it was too uncomfortable but she did manage to see three strange men surrounding her.

“I want you hear you scream. I want you to scream really loud for your Boss. Scream for me. It makes me hard when you scream and hurt for me.” Boss was highly aroused now, the blood pumped through his veins and his cock.

Caroline shuddered at his words and at his touch on her fired up ass cheeks. She looked up to see one of the men heating the ends of a metal pole, and a strong feeling of dread grew in the pit of her stomach.  

It was a cattle brand. The strange man was going to burn her, brand her. She closed her eyes and felt nauseous. The sensation of a hard wet cock slamming into her face made her open her eyes again. The cock was rammed past her dry lips and into her mouth. 

Caroline allowed the unknown cock pump in and out of her mouth but she didn’t respond, resigned to her fate. The man fucking her face finally ejaculated his salty seed down her throat and pulled out, obediently swallowing.

“She’s no fun anymore, is she guys?” Boss said to the clients.

“This’ll make her jump, Boss,” said the man with the red, hot brands. He moved behind her, and she winced, anticipating the pain. When it came, it was much worse than she expected. The brands sizzled against her ass cheeks, and Caroline screamed, her whole body tense.

Through her screams, she could smell her flesh burning as the pain of her number “11” brand consumed her whole body in a blind searing.  She was dimly aware of a cock thrust up her ass, but it was nothing compared to the heat deep inside her.  Her body rocked back and forth, uncontrollably, and her blank eyes filled with tears before she passed out.


*           *          *          *          *         *



Chapter Three

––––––––

Boss waited until “number 11,” as he now thought of her, began moving her body sensuously before touching her. Using his fingers and lips, he replaced the dildo he’d inserted inside her pussy. His cock hardened as he felt her fucking herself against his fingers and writhing at his suckling lips on her nipples.  

Caroline tried to move as the tingling in her body started to build but she wasn’t sure if she was dreaming or awake. Boss smiled as he looked down at her freshly branded ass cheeks. He could see her pussy juice glistening in her trimmed pubes and knew she was aroused. It was in important part of her slave training that she receive pleasure after her pain.

“Open your legs wide for me,” Boss ordered. She obeyed, exposing her pussy to him. Her puffy pussy lips opening to reveal her frothy slit. “Present your cunt to me. Present your cunt to your Boss.”

Now, her body moved on its own, her hips working lustily, her thighs trembling from the strain of lowering her upper body repeatedly, her back muscles tense as she pushed her breasts outward, towards him. 

Another orgasm racked her body and her head flew back once more, her long blonde hair tossing sexily as her mouth opened and the moaning began again. Her pussy, breasts, and buttocks ached, not to mention her leg and back muscles, and she guessed she’d been fucked while unconscious. 

The air was heavy with the smell of burning flesh and muskiness and Boss’s arousal was much more rapid than he had anticipated. Pushing aside his robe, he thrust his cockhead up into her, fucking her quickly and erupting his hot, sticky cum into her clenching, spasming pussy. 

Having emptied himself into her belly, Boss allowed the clients to take her one at a time, as the cameras recorded her first gang-bang at Club 738. It aroused the clients even more to know there was no chance of her fighting back, even with them using her body to relieve themselves of their built up tension. 

The clients became more and more bold, fucking her with increasing vigor, passion, and becoming less and less concerned about her unconsciousness, if anything it made them harder. 

The men began fucking her in a much more relaxed fashion, not bothering to bind her in the cuffs, but using her on a small day bed, which they placed in the center of the room. Unconcerned with her submission, and confident of his ability to control her arousal as long as he wished, Boss allowed the clients to gang-bang her at will.

They began taking her two at a time, their hard cocks plunging in and out of her mouth, and cunt and ass. The beauty of the injection was that it didn’t knock the slave out, but only put their mind in a dreamlike state.  

Her responses and her bodily movements were much the same as if she had been awake. She clung to the clients, her hands gripping them tightly as they fucked her, her mouth responding to their mouths, her freshly branded ass grinding back on the cocks that pumped her.

Boss, and the clients continued fucking her regularly, using her at least once every hour. If anything, she seemed to respond even more hotly to their attentions each time they had her. 

Number 11’s collection of films grew quickly as Eddy filmed Boss training the young sex slave and the clients gangbanging her. What none of them knew, and what she was only slowly beginning to realize herself, was she was developing more awareness of her surroundings.

Hour after hour, encounter by encounter, she became more and more aware she actually conscious during the training sessions with Boss and the sex sessions with the clients.  The awareness was so gradual, and the pleasure she felt so intense, that by the time she was

completely aware, she was totally aroused by what Boss and the clients were doing to her. 

Rather than fighting and protesting, she submitted, allowing them to believe she was unaware of what was happening to her. The next time the clients fucked her, for the first time, she began talking, trying her best to make it appear as if she was talking in her sedated like state.

“No, Daddy... Stop. Please don’t fuck me. Please stop. No Daddy,” she whispered, in a child-like voice. Then, later, “You make my pussy wet when you touch me there, sir. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard!”

This turned the clients on even more. Not only did they find her voice arousing, but were also intrigued by what was happening in her mind as they fucked her. It never occurred to them that she might be conscious.  


*           *            *               *                 *



Chapter Four

––––––––

Boss looked at her lying there on the slab. She was of course, silent; he had trained her never to make a sound. Now, he could do exactly as he wanted with her body, causing her pain that would make other slaves scream aloud and beg for mercy. But, from number 11, not a word. 

She just looked at him with her eyes wide open, out of fear or sometimes trust and he would do exactly what he wanted. He would twist her arm up very high behind her back, and whisper obscenities into her ear. 

At other times, he would put nipple clamps on her, very tightly, much tighter with her than he’d ever been able to do it with any other slave. Or he would take clothespins and place them all over her body; down her legs, her arms, face, breasts, between her legs at her pussy, then pull them off slowly or quickly, depending on his mood. Number 11 would just lie there, allowing him to pleasure himself exactly the way he wanted to.

Boss lay down next to her on the slab, turning her face towards him. He had trained her to look up at the ceiling when she was lying on the slab. She would go so deeply into submission that he had to pull her hair and physically twist her head to look into her eyes, if he was lying next to her, instead of on top fucking her. 

He stroked her body slowly, enjoying the sensation, and then he took one nipple between his thumb and forefinger, twisting it viciously. Her body arched, but the obedient slave that she now was, she managed to remain silent. 

Whispering into her ear he said, “I’ve got a going away present for Club 738’s newest addition and she’s not going to enjoy it...”

Boss got up from the bed, and grabbed a very large dildo. He wasn’t even sure she'd be able to take it all, but he was determined to try. He knelt between her legs, looking up at her, waving the dildo, so she could see it. 

Her eyes were wide open as she stared. For a split second, Boss wondered what terrified thoughts were going through her mind right then and his cock hardened. 

Holding her down firmly with one hand pressed hard against her thigh, he brutally inserted the dildo inside her et slit. Her body arched upwards, but the obedient slave she was, she made no sound, only her body gave him any sign she was struggling to accommodate the dildo. 

Boss looked down between her legs and saw her stretched open pussy. He was amazed that she’d managed it, but of course, this training session, as all sessions with her, was solely for his pleasure and for the clients.

Leaving the dildo in place, Boss walked around the room, looking at her lying there, with the monstrous silicone cock buried deeply into her, and he marveled that after the initial movements of her body as he pushed it in, she didn’t move. 

Boss lit a cigarette; he was very hard and excited by this time, and he wanted to torment her some more. He sat on the edge of the slab, and caught her attention by waving the cigarette close to her and then a thought struck him.

He leaned closer to her, and whispered once more, “Ever wondered what it would be like to feel a cigarette being burned against you, slut? Ever thought how painful it would be?” Boss was getting highly aroused by this. 

He yanked the dildo out of her, and pulled her into a sitting position so he could see better. Her eyes never left the cigarette and he held it close to her body stroking it just above her breasts, her arms, and down over her legs. 

Finally, he held it really close to her clit and looked up at her. Her mouth was open in a wide, o-shape of fear. The image reflected back at him was beautiful, but also exposed and vulnerable. The most obvious part of the image were her eyes, they had a look of fear, sadness, despair, and no hope whatever. They had the look of a slave, and he knew she was ready...

The End
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